
The Tragedie 

Ifheauen haue any grecuous plague in Bore, 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee: 

O let them keope it till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle dovvne their indignation 
On thee the trouble r of the poore'worlds peace: 
T he worme of conference fill begnaw thy foule, 


« f e rue me wen , anct teacn yoursitiucs iiwmum. 

Dorf. Difpute OQt with her, Ihe islunatique. 

O , M, Peace Mailer Marques, you are malapert, 
Yeut'fitc- new llampe of honour is fcarfe emr3nt : 

O that your yorignobihtie could iudge. 

What twere to loofe it and be miferable: 

They that Hand high, haue many blalls to (hake th<?r». 
And ii they fall,( hey daft themfelues to pceces. 

Glo, Good counfell mary ,!earne it.learne it Marques, 
Dor. It touchcih you (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,nnd much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Qu. M. And turnes the funne to fhade^las, alas, 
Witnes my fonne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whole bright outihiningbeames,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in etcrnall darkenelfe foulded vp: 

Your aierxe buildeth in our airies neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not fuffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud,lofl be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fliame,if not for charitie. 

Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 
Vncharitably withme hauevoudealt, 

Andlhamefully by you my hopes are butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame Hill liue my lorrowes rage. 

Buck. ' Haue done, 

Q JM, O Princely Buckingham,! will kilTe thy hand, 
In figne of league and amine with thee: 

Now fake befall thee,and thy Princely houfc. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compare ol my curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here, for curfes rieucr palTe 
The lips of thole that breath them in the airr. 

Qj_ M, He not belecue but they alcend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle Beeping peace. 

O Ruckingliam beware of yonder dog. 

Eookc when he favvnes.he bites, and when he bites, 


Thy friends fufpefl for traitors while thou liuefl, 
And take deepe traitors for thy dearefl friends. 

No flcepe clofe vp that deadly eycof thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whilefl fomc tormenting dreame 
Affi ights tbee,with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli ma. kt,abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wall feald in thy natiuitic 
The Bate of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 
Thou lothcd i line of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,&c, 

Glo, Margaret, 

Q«, M, Richard. Glo, Ha. 

Qi«. M. I call thee not. 

Glo, Then I crie thee mercie:for I had thought 
Thou hadfl cald me all thefe bitter names. 

Q». Ai. Why fo I did, bur lookt for no replie, 

O let me make the period to my curfe, 

Glo, Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret, 
Q#» Thus haue you breathed your curfe againfi 
Q^A/, Poore painted Queene, vaineflouiifhof 
Why flrewll thou fu'ieron that bottled foidcr. 
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